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wholly from that great poet. And pressed him with great
earnestness to study him, as his choice of words and ver-
sification were singularly happy and harmonious."

Gray came back from the mountains with feelings far
other than those in which Dr, Johnson indulged when he
found himself safe once more in the latitude of Fleet
Street. " I am returned from Scotland," says the poet,
" charmed with my expedition; it is of the Highlands I
speak; the Lowlands are worth seeing once, but the moun
tains are ecstatic, and ought to be visited in pilgrimage
once a year. None but these monstrous children of God
know how to join so much beauty with so much horror.
A fig for your poets, painters, gardeners, and clergymen
that have not been amongst them; their imagination can be
made up of nothing but bowling-greens, flowering shrubs,
horse-ponds, Fleet-ditches, shell grottoes, and Chinese rails.
Then I had so beautiful an autumn, Italy could hardly pro-
duce a nobler scene, and this so sweetly contrasted with
that perfection of nastmess, and total want of accommo-
dation, that Scotland can only supply."

Mason had married on the 25th of September, and
greatly desired that Gray, when passing southward to-
wards the end of October, should come and be the wit-
ness of his felicity at Aston, but Gray excused himself
on the ground that his funds were exhausted, and went
straight through to London. There he found his old
friend Harriet Speed, now Madame de la Peyriere, whose
husband was in the Italian diplomatic service. She was
exceedingly glad to receive him, and welcomed him with
two little dogs on her lap, a cockatoo on her shoulder, a
piping bullfinch at her elbow, and a strong suspicion of
rouge on her cheeks. For about six months after the
tour in Scotland Gray enjoyed very tolerable health, re-g threatened this time  with   blindness, a   calamity
